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night!' He stayed a long time, rubbing her chest with oil, soothing her head, giving her brandy, and ordering various comforting things. When I followed him out of the room, he said he was very much alarmed about her, the exhaustion was so complete, and the disease had taken a turn for which he was not in the least prepared; and he said he would come again very soon, with another physician. Then the cold certainty came over me that hope was really gone; and when the door closed on him. I sat down in the dining-room and shed a few bitter tears. Louisa came up to me, and, crying herself,'said, 'Don't give way, Miss Una ; while there's life there's hope.1 I went back, quiet and cheerful again, and the hours seemed to pass very slowly till the doctors came.
"After talking together awhile they came into mamma's room, and our doctor said, bending over her, * I have brought a friend of mine to see you, Mrs. Hawthorne.' She made a slight, consenting motion with her head, and opened her eyes to look at the new face. It was a kind, careful face; and he was quite an elderly man. He examined and questioned her very closely, and I interpreted the faint answers that no one else could understand. At last he bent over her, and said gently, 'You are very, very ill; but I see cause for some encouragement, and, please God, I hope you will get well' Again she moved her head, and said, 'Yes/ After a long talk in another room they called me, and I saw by Dr. Wyld's agitated face that he, at least, had little